CALIFORNIAN SUMMER

breeze, and finally planted on a barge and rowed ashore.
In Nicaragua and San Salvador there was no chance of
going inland ; but from a harbour in Guatemala it was
possible to ride by train up-country through coffee planta-
tions and glance at the pyramidal monuments of Central
America. Again at Mazatlan, ravaged by earthquake, there
was just time to see a dignified church filled with kneeling
women in Mexican headgear, a market overflowing with
swollen many-coloured vegetables, and a hotel with a tame
python, before obeying the purser's orders to re-embark.
If this be the life led by pleasure-cruising passengers, I will
have none of it. One scrambles aboard at dusk to sail at
dawn, after a night of creaking machinery and the scurry
of footsteps overhead; and the lost hours are never retrieved,
but accumulate in an accusing void of time.
And so to San Francisco, to pass on a June evening
through as yet unspanned Golden Gates into the ultimate
harbour of a sailor's quest. Some one beside me on deck
had spoken of 1849, and I thought of the handbills broadcast
in the streets of Paris to entice all who could pay their passage
to the new Eldorado of the Californian goldfield, their
treacherous voyage round Cape Horn, their welcome by
earthquake and tidal wave in this same Californian port, and
their ships that dragged anchor and were cast ashore as
wrecks because the crews themselves, infected by gold fever,
had abandoned them and gone up-country to burrow in the
earth. Here was the city itself towering on steep sandhills
above the quays, and across the bay Oakland, and between
them a procession of ferry-boats. On these I was to travel
daily, living with friends and kinsfolk in the quarter above